Peter    OVERHEARD IN THE BAKEHOUSE
HopegQod
I am loaf, son of Bread,
and to myself I have said:
Mine is a glorious destiny.
The oven held
a baker's dozen
therefore was I set apart
from the mart.
I am to be taken to the fern
of the Old Hill where sunsets burn.
There I shall be broken and scattered,
the airs will feed on my essences
and the birds will take charge of my body.
Mine was the luckiest birth
that could have been:
to be the thirteenth
of thirteen
in memory of that Thirteenth One
both first and last of Christendom
whose flesh was taken to a hill
and broken on a spe^r;
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